sionately she also swore to be resolved, astonished only
that she had not been so before, No longer would she
be weak; no longer should others rule that life for which
she and she alone must be responsible. No matter what
the obstacles, she would follow him boldly, unswerv-
ingly, and achieve at last the long dreamt-of happiness
that had been haunting her all her life, and that now,
through Michel's instrumentality, she was approaching
for the first time and yet, it seemed, with a flavour of.
rediscovery.
The book was finished; Catherine let the last page
fall. And just as another Catherine (whom she believed
she was for ever rid of now) had sat there gazing at the
useless memories rising from the past like symbols of
remorse, so now she sat pensive and unmoving, her
eyes heavy with tears, and for a long time stared into
the dying fire.
Next day, still shaken by the last night's experience,
she wrote off at once to Michel, laying bare her emo-
tions and hopes and her marvelling pride in him. But
after describing her first impressions, and really moved
by a desire to leave nothing undone that might help
him to success, fearing as she did that her praise might
be set down to a lover's tender bias, she set to work
to criticise.
It was an interesting book, she declared, with a well-
sustained theme. Nevertheless, as a novel it lacked life.
The characters thought rather than acted. The reader
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